THE BURNING SECRET

A PARTNER

1 HE engine gave a hoarse shriek as the express drew up
at Semmering station. A moment of silence followed,
during which the carriages rested in the translucent
mountain air. The train belched forth a traveller or
two, and swallowed down a couple of fresh arrivals.
Peppery exclamations shuttlecocked to and fro. Again
the locomotive uttered a raucous cry as it started off,
dragging a dark serpent behind it, to disappear into the
tunnel's maw. A healing peace once more pervaded the
landscape, and the windswept atmosphere was good to
breathe.

One of the men who had stepped out of the train was
young, and of agreeable aspect. He was stylishly dressed
and debonair, with an elasticity of gait which brought
him to the cabstand- well in advance of the other pas-
sengers. He engaged the solitary vehicle, and was con-
veyed without haste to the hotel he had selected. Spring
was in the air. A few white clouds, glinting and glowing
in the sky, such clouds as are seen only in the months of
May and June, seemed to be playing at catch-as-catch-
can in the blue, only to hide themselves from the ob-
server's eye behind the scaling mountains, there to
embrace and flee, to wave a lily-white hand, as it were,
then to melt away into nothingness, reappear, and finally
to settle down as night-caps on the neighbouring hills.

A restless, insurgent wind rustled among the lean and
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